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Poverty Hollow. 



This was the name given on the old 
maps of New York to a cdlection of mise- 
rable houses on the old Boctoy turnpike- 
road, near the end of Manhattan Island, 
and only a few miles from the city. A 
thievish set of vagabonds lived on each 
side of the road, a terror to travellers after 
dark, demanding **your money or your 
life," and in every way defying the laws 
of God and man. 

One dwelling was so peculiar in its con- 
struction, both natural and artificial, that 
we children in driving by eagerly watched 
who would first see the old witch come out 
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or go in the triangular cleft rock by the 
wayside, covered with an old sail-cloth for 
the front, and the debris of an old wrecked 
sloop for the roof Old Grannie lived 
there alone ; a regular old scold, with 
sharp, pinched features, and her stray gray 
locks flying in the wind. Report said that 
she had once been bright and beautiful, 
but time, with want and hardship, had 
made her the old hag we now saw. Her 
sons had been highwaymen, experts in the 
business, and one of them had a few years 
before ended his life on the gallows. 

For two years Mrs. B had passed 

and repassed the Hollow, sickened with the 
sight of so much wretchedness, and plan- 
ning in her own mind what could be done 
to reform and Christianize the heathen 
just on the outskirts of the metropolis. 
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Was not here missionary work to be 
done in our midst? Should we neg- 
lect home, and our own safety, for foreign 
missions ? 

Mrs. B was fully convinced that if 

the children could be gathered together in 
a Sunday-school, it would be the best, if 
not the only means of reform : but, how 
to begin ? Where to obtain a suitable 
room ? and who would render her assist- 
ance in the work ? were serious questions 
to be answered. 

First of all, the old Dutch farmers must 
be called upon for aid and counsel. There 
were only three or four families living 
within two or three miles of one another, 
and they all recommended advising with 

the Dominie. Now Dominie J was a 

character worthy of mention. He was a 
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tall, upright, stern-looking man, with an 
arbitrary twist of the neck when enforcing 
his opinions : distancing children by his 
very look of magisterial dignity. His 
dress was a clerical suit of the finest broad- 
cloth; cut according to the fashion of the 
period, and he was particular in wearing 
his black silk gloves in the pulpit. He 
built the little church on the top of the 

hill, called the Manor of F , and being 

a rich man, it raised him highly in the esti- 
mation of the congregation, as well as in 
his own. Every Sunday morning he 
drove out seven miles in his own carriage, 
with his colored coachman, and two fine 
black horses, to preach here to a small 
assemblage of hard-working farmers, who 
were nodding around, unaroused by his 
dry and studied discourse, until at the 
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close he invariably pronounced the **No-ta 
be-na," that is to say, and they had only 
time to hear the definition before the 
benediction was given, and the meeting 
was over. 

Once a month six or eight of the young 
men and women came up before the con- 
gregation to be catechized by the Domi- 
nie. Then, owing to the delay, he would 
make a holiday of that afternoon. So 
walking slowly and stately down the aisle, 
stopping outside the door to shake hands 
with the old people, and waiting to see 
who would invite him to dinner, he could 
choose the one who would likely entertain 

him the best. He preferred Mrs. B 's 

house to others, and would only partially 
accept invitations, if she were slow in com- 
ing forward. Then he would get into his 
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carriage and drive there to enjoy the prof- 
fered hospitality. He fully appreciated 
the conversational powers of host and 
hostess, interspersed with travels, and an- 
ecdotes. 

Mrs. B availed herself of one of 

these visits to speak about ** Poverty Hol- 
low," giving her idea of reforming that 
God-forsaken place by opening a Sunday- 
school for the children in the District 
Schoolhouse near there, or some other 
convenient room, as the church would be 
too far away. 

The Dominie looked aghast at such a 
proposition, saying, ** Madam, I highly 
disapprove of any such thing. It is most 
preposterous for a woman to undertake 
teaching the scriptures to children ! It is 
only for those who have come to years of 
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discretion to be catechized by the Dominie. 
I cannot sanction it. H — m, h — m. I 
cannot permit it." 

Mrs. B replied, ** Allow me, sir, to 

say what I have for a long time thought 
and prayed over was, to gather those poor 
children into a school once a week, to 
teach them to read, write, and cypher; to 
sing ' Watts Divine Songs and Hymns,' 
to learn the Lord's Prayer, the Creed, and 
the Ten Commandments. Interest them 
in Bible Stories, and they would soon be 
ambitious of bettering their condition, and 
earning their living by honest occupation. 
I feel that woman's work is in her neigh- 
borhood, as well as in her household ; and 
I cannot give up the hope of yet seeing a 
fine harvest gathered from that Hollow." 

Dominie J arose rather excitedly, 
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saying. ** Madam, I can't, I can't allow it. 

Mr. B , send for my coachman. I 

must go." 

**Stay, my friend," said Mr. B . 

** Don't be in such haste. You've not had 
your brandy and water yet. Come take a 
glass with me." 

In those days it was customary to have 
the decanters of wine and brandy upon 
the sideboard in the dining-room, ready 
to offer to any visitor. 

The reverend gentleman was a man of 
few words, and those were law and gospel ; 

and he could not forgive Mrs. B for 

taking these things into her hands and prac- 
ticing thereby. Although Mr. and Mrs. 

B continued going to his church as 

usual, the Dominie would not condescend 
to speak to them for one year after this. 
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The week following Mrs. B drove 

down to reconnoitre, with a faithful man 
servant. She entered almost every 
house, sympathizing with the sick and in- 
firm ; meeting with much rudeness and 
scoffing ; was spit upon by some of the 
women and cursed by vagabond men, 
lounging around, when she told her errand. 

"We don't want no edication for our 
children. They want something to eat 
and clothes to put on 'em ; it's money we 
want ! Look at 'em, half naked ! can the 
likes o' them go to school ?" 

It was true enough, what the surly 

speaker said ; but Mrs. B , in no way 

daunted, promised shoes and a suit of 
clothes to every child who would go to her 
house and be taught for two hours, once a 
week, beside giving each one something 
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to eat before going home again. The 
trustees of the District School-house 
had refused to open it on Sundays for 
these poor children, and as no other place 

could be procured, Mrs. B fitted up 

her own basement room, opening from the 
kitchen, which was ordinarily used as a 
store-room, and could well be dispensed 
with. 

Difficulties were fast blocking up the 
way. Shopping had to done, shoes to be 
made of all sizes, clothing to be made up; 
and to her surprise, the young people de- 
clined giving any assistance, fearing the 
Dominie's displeasure. 

Alone went Mrs. B on a begging 

tour, first, calling upon the wealthy resi- 
dents living near to the Hollow, among 
them Mrs. Alex. Hamilton, and Madame 
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Jumel, who generously responded, but 
were not very hopeful of success. Mrs. 
Divie Bethune, the mother of the Rev. 
Dr. Bethune, rendered much assistance, 
giving good advice and urging on the 
work. Enough money was thus contribu- 
ted to cover all expenses. 

The next step was to visit the Bible 
House and Sunday-school Depository for 
books and Bibles. Mrs, B had to in- 
vite her young friends from the City to go 
out to a sewing Bee at her house to make 
up the children's garments. 

Lastly, the room had to be furnished 
with rough benches made at her house, and 
desks ; a black-board with chalk. Cards 
with large and small letters were hung 
around the room, and slates and pencils 
provided for future use. 
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On Saturday either a piece of pork, 
corned beef or ham was cooked, and rye 
bread or buckwheat cakes were baked for 
Sunday's distribution. 

It was a walk of two miles from the 
house to the Hollow, and at the foot of 
the hill, toward the farm, was the old well, 
with its ** iron bound bucket " and long 
pole to swing it up and down for the water. 
There was also a trough for the oxen to 
drink out of. The children were ordered 
to go there first to wash their faces, hands, 
and feet, and to comb their hair, which 
was not an easy thing to do, being so mat- 
ted and unkempt that Mrs. B , after a 

while, had to superintend washing their 
heads with tobacco water, and cutting 
with her shears the tangled masses. 
Soap and towels were provided, one for 
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the boys, and one for the girls, also two 
combs. 

John was commander at the well, and 
then stood sentinel at the kitchen door, 
ready to be called in case of need. 

A rough, motley set of children were 
soon transformed from rags and filth to 
cleanliness and decency; for in the barn 
the boys changed their clothes, and in the 
kitchen the girls changed theirs. When 
order was enforced, all knelt down to re- 
peat the Lord's Prayer after Mrs. B — '—. 
Then she told them that there was a God 
who made the world, and everything in it, 
that He was their Creator, and could see 
and know everything they did, though 
they could not see Him, for He was a 
spirit, and was everywhere. 

One boy said, ** If I covered up my 
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head, he couldn't see me ; I could hide in 
the dark, then he couldn't." 

**Yes/' said Mrs. B ; "nothing is 

hidden from Him. God can see in the 
dark as well as in the light, and in every 
hole and corner. He knows all our 
thoughts afar off; He is a glorious King, 
and it is very wicked to curse and swear, 
to tell lies and steal." 

They were next taught the first three 
large letters of the alphabet, and the num- 
bers I, 2 and 3, on the blackboard. 

Mrs. B was an advocate of the 

system of Pestalozzi's teaching, having 
studied his books with much interest. 
Object teaching was her delight. She 
had pictures on the walls to learn lessons 
from, and in fine weather she would take 
them out of doors and gradually lead their 
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minds from '' Nature up to Nature's God." 
Two hours soon passed, when Mrs. 

B wrote the name of every scholar in 

a book; then showing each and every boy 
and girl to bow, and courtesy with a good- 
bye, dismissed them for John to give them 
something to eat in the kitchen. 

The second Sunday double the number 
of children came, and school began in 
earnest. At the close of the lessons all 
joined in singing, after the repetition, line 
by line, of 

*' How glorious is our heavenly King, 
Who reigns above the sky ; 
How shall a child presume to sing 
His dreadful majesty ?" 

The discordant notes were so ludicrous, 
that I had to rush out of the room to give 
vent to hearty fits of laughter. Although 
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a very little child, I was the only assistant 
in the school-room for more than a year, 
when the number amounted to thirty, and 
the progress they made in learning was 
most astonishing. It was very hard to 
overcome their evil propensities of lying, 
and stealing whatever they could lay their 
hands upon. *At first the children would 
wear their Sunday clothes home and not 
return again, or come back without them» 
dressed in rags, with a pitiful story how 
they had been lost or stolen ; once or twice 
they had been accidentally burnt, and they 
couldn't come any more without another 
suit. That gave Mrs. B — =— a great deal 
of trouble, for she had to make several 
visits to the parents with John to search 
for the stolen clothing, some of which they 
saw other children dressed in. Then she 
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was obliged to make a new rule, and keep 
the clothing for Sunday-school at her 
house; it was necessary, however, to ap- 
pease the wrath of the parents, and after 
consulting with John, she promised a 
homespun check frock for every girl, and 
linsey-woolsey trousers and jacket for 
every boy for six months' home wear, so 
determined was she in her missionary 
work, striving to inspire the children with 
ambition for improving their condition and 
becoming good and useful people in the 
world. In these visits she always took 
something for the sick, and in many cases 
was the kind physician binding up wounds 
and administering to their ailments. 

There was one almost incorrigible boy 
of twelve years of age, named Jack War- 
ner, who was very bright and quick in 
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learning, but came of the worst stock 
there — it was his grannie who was called 
the old witch. 

Mrs. B took a great interest in 

Jack, and hoped to make something of 
Tiim, so she offered to take him one week 
on trial to work in her garden, and to do 
many odd chores about the house, for 
which a boy was much needed. If he 
behaved himself, she would give him board 
and clothing, ^nd put fifty cents a month 
in the savings bank for him, until such 
time as he should be capable of earning 
wages. 

Jack came to the house, and for a couple 
of days restrained himself, doing well what 
he was shown when any one was present ; 
after that the evil spirit began to act 
upon the poor boy, so that he would steal, 
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and hide away things to take or send 
home, to tell lies and curse and swear at 
John. 

This could not continue ; reprimanding 
did no good, so Jack was sent home. The 
following week old grannie came with him 
to beg that he might be taken back ; he 
was so humbled, and promised to do all 
that he could to please his mistress. 

The farmers around gave him a bad 

character, and told Mrs. B that she 

would have a swarm of those wretches 
robbing her house yet ; and as to reform- 
ing Jack she'd never do him any good ; 
he was born for the gallows. All those 

sayings, perhaps, urged Mrs. B on to 

a more fixed determination of saving him 
if possible. 

She told the old grannie and her boy 
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that she had made up her mind to make a 
good man of Jack, and she would only 
take him back into her house on the con- 
dition that if he did continue to transgress 
the laws of God and man by stealing, 
lying and swearing, she would give him a 
horsewhipping ; and if that did not cure 
him, she would cast him off to his own 
destruction. 

She gave him three days to consider 
well ; when he was willing to abide the 
consequences, and only too glad to return 
to a good home. John liked the boy, and 

was willing to aid Mrs. B in his 

reformation. 

For several weeks all went on well, even 
to Jack's assisting in the Sunday-school ; 
but the old Harry again got the better of 
him, and put lies and bad language into 
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his mouth, until John had to tell Mrs, 

B that he could not put up with it 

any longer ; either Mrs. B must give 

him a flogging, or else he should. She 
sent for Jack to talk with him, then or- 
dered him to take off his jacket and go to 
the barn, where John was at work, and 
she would meet him there to perform her 
promised duty. He went without a word 
to do as he was bidden. The children 
cried and begged for pardon, and I shall 
never forget the feeling, as though he 
was a criminal about to go to the gallows,, 
but it was of no avail ; the mother's word 
was law ; she had been brought up in the 
strict Puritan school, with the text of scrip- 
ture often repeated, ''Spare the rod, and 
spoil the child ;" and, though she governed 
mostly by love, there were times when she 



26 POVERTY HOLLOW. 

used harsher discipline, and in this case 
the good results were most wonderfully 
illustrated, though it cost her severe physi- 
cal suffering afterwards. 

Christmas was coming, for which Mrs. 

B always n\ade great preparations in 

her own family ; every pane of glass in 
the front windows of the house had a sprig 
of cedar stuck into it ; the children's 
stockings were hung up beside the fire- 
place in the sitting-room, and underneath 
was placed a large earthen platter to hold 
what Santa Claus could not put in the 
stocking when he came down the chim- 
ney. Before daylight the whole house- 
hold was awakened by the greetings of 
^' Merry Christmas," and a barefooted race 
to get first to the fireplace, where all the 
little candles in the bright tin candlesticks 
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were lighted to show the gifts of the good 
Santa Claus. 

There was to be an unusual celebration 
this year at the house, for the Sunday- 
school children had been long before 
promised, and reminded every week, that 
Christmas was to be kept by them with 
great joy and thanksgiving ; that every 
one who behaved well was to have a gift, 
and those who learned the most were to 
have prizes given them. 

There was cooking and baking on a 
grand scale, the children of the family 
assisting in cutting out the ginger cakes 
in the form of birds and animals, and orna- 
menting the edges of the little mince pies 
with the jagging iron for the poor children 
to take home with them. 

Mrs. B now went on another beg- 
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ging expedition to the city to get books 
and Testaments for prizes, tippets and 
warm mittens for every child, beside 
oranges and candies. 

She had written out a report of her 
work, which she presented to the Sun- 
day-School Committee, and it was 
not very long after that hers was 
received, and acknowledged as the 
" Twenty- third Sunday School " in the 
Union. 

What a happy event it was, and never 
to be forgotten by those poor children. 
Over twenty regular scholars came, and a 
few of the parents also with them, every 
one wishing a Merry Christmas, then 
forming in line, marched around the 
school-room, singing — 
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*' While shepherds watched their flocks by night, 
All seated on the ground ; 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around," 

with the other verses belonging to it. 

Then Mrs. B explained more fully 

about our Saviour being the Son of God, 
who brought joy and peace upon earth, 
and he loved little children. Next in 
order came the gifts for every one, then 
the prizes to those who merited them, and, 
lastly, the feast (the first they ever had of 
the kind) was spread upon the kitchen 
table, and was partaken of to their hearts* 
content, every one returning thanks, re- 
peating after Mrs. B , ** For what we 

have received, the Lord make us truly 
thankful. Amen." 

A most remarkably happy troop of 
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children went along the road to their poor 
homes that day, and it was remarked, and 
noised about, what a wonderful work was 
going on in Poverty Hollow. 

Old Uncle Jacobus (everybody called 
him so) had an eye upon the little villains 
going to and fro once a week while he 
was sitting tilted back in his arm chair on 
the front stoop, pipe in mouth, after din- 
ner, surveying the cattle brought to graze 
in his rich meadows over Sunday, for he 
kept a drover's inn, although he was a 
wealthy farmer. 

He talked the matter over with the 
dominie whenever he dined with him, 
pointed the happy children out as they 
passed by his house, and after a time 
brought him to reason that seeing was 
believing what a woman could do ! 
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A year had passed, when the dominie 
one Sunday noon hurried down the aisle 
after meeting, to speak to Mr. and Mrs. 

B in a stiff and formal manner. They 

invited him to dine with them the follow- 
ing Sabbath, purposely to see and examine 
her Sunday- School. 

He came, but did not say much, noticed 
the method of instruction — quite new to 
him— of letters and pictures, of objects on 
the walls, and heard week-day lessons 
taught upon the Sabbath day, which was 
to his mind a great innovation. Next, the 
simple catechism used by Mrs. B , in- 
stead of the ** Assembly's Catechism" she 
thought children could not understand. 
Her questions were : ** Who was the first 
man ? Who was the first woman ?" After, 
*' God made the world in six days, the sea 



32 POVERTY HOLLOW. 

and all that is therein ; the sun to shine 
by day, the moon and stars in the heavens 
to shine by night. The garden of Eden 
was the man and woman's beautiful home,'^ 
then came Cain and Abel, and so continu- 
ing to teach Bible history by telling stories 
which they could understand, and were 
delighted with. 

After this visit of the dominie, two of 
the neighbors' daughters called and offered 
to assist Mrs. B in teaching. 

The school soon numbered thirty schol- 
ars. The care and toil were great, and 
scarcely a Sabbath passed without Mrs. 
B 's having to go to bed with a ner- 
vous headache after four o'clock in the 
afternoon. She was urged to give it up, 
but she had a strong will of her own, and 
never began any work without accom- 
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plishing it ; thus the school was kept up 
for three years, while she was paving the 
way to introduce it to the little church on 
the manor of . 

The second Christmas was near at hand. 

Mrs. B had gone to consult Uncle 

Jacobus about a new treat she had been 
planning, which was to take the children 
to the city, to go into Trinity Church and 
hear the service, to visit the Cathedral in 
Prince Street, and see the sights ; then fin- 
ishing off with a dinner at the Farmer's 
Inn in the Bowery. 

This was a great undertaking, as Uncle 
Jacobus thought when he exclaimed ** Bless 
my soul ! take all them brats to town ! 
they never were there in their lives ; now, 
how Ve yer going to do it ?" 

** Now,'' said Mrs. B , ** I propose 
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asking your two sons to go along, if you 
will be so kind as to give us the use of 
your large market wagon and horses for 
the day ; you know I couldn't do without 
the assistance of your young men, and I 
shall ask Miss Caroline H — to accom- 
pany me in my own conveyance/* 

The jolly old farmer burst into a hearty 
laugh at the idea of such a celebration for 
the poor children, and entered into the spirit 
of it with all his heart, calling Isaac and 
Michael to arrange matters at once. 

" Well, well, ril be beat if I ever see such 
a woman afore. Come boys, we'll do all 
we can ; now Ike can drive the team, and 
Michael can help the ladies along with the 
youngsters, they'll have enough to man- 
age, I guess," 

Donations were solicited again, and this 
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time were freely and cheerfully given, for 
the seed had sprung up, and taken root in 
Poverty Hollow, and the young blades 
were shooting forth bright and healthful to 
the curious beholders. 

A Bee was given with an old-fashioned 
tea party for the farmers' wives and daugh- 
ters to come to at two o'clock in the after- 
noon, at Mrs. B 's, and make up cloth- 
ing decent for the poor children's first 
appearance in the city on Christmas day. 

Quite a number came from the Fort, 
the Manor, the Bridge and the Hook, and 
set to work in earnest with needles and 
thimbles, so that by the time of the arrival 
of the male party for five o'clock tea, the 
work was pretty well accomplished 

Uncle Jacobus came "to see the sight, 
and set them all agoing," he said. Indeed, 
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he did so, for his laughter-loving spirit 
•soon spread among the reserved maidens 
and sheepish young men, dispersing the 
shy looks with the yeas and nays. The 
old gentleman spun some great yarns, 

making much merriment. Mr. B in- 

troduced some conundrums, and the young 
people finished off with games of forfeit, 
and ** How, when, and where, do you like 
it?" 

This tea party at Mrs. B 's was a 

happy reunion of neighboring families, 
who had only before met together occa- 
sionally at huskings, quiltings and apple- 
parings, and at sleighing parties, with a 
dance called a '* shake- down." They had 
never before met at this house, or on such 
an occasion, where young and old came 
together. 
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Tea-tables in the country are spread 
about the same everywhere, I believe — 
plenty of hot biscuits, apple and quince 
sauce, home-made cake and doughnuts, 
custards and pies, beside the relishes of 
head-cheese, shaved beef, cheese, ham and 
tongue sandwiches. The Bohea tea was 

the best, and the biggin coffee Mrs. B 

always prided herself upon making, was 
perfection, with delicious cream and scald- 
ecL milk. All enjoyed it to the utmost ; 
even Uncle Jacobus, who was a good liver, 
smacked his lips with gusto, and tilted 
back in his chair to rest when he had 
finished. 

The day before Christmas the children 
were all gathered together to be prepared 
for the celebration, and to be taught how 
to behave themselves. Bright and early 
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was the start to be on the morrow ; the 
team was to be at the gate at eight o'clock, 
and before that, they were all to be dressed 
neat and clean in their new clothes, and 
pass in review up at the house. About 
twenty-six or eight were soon huddled 
together on the bottom of the straw-cov- 
ered wagon, with buffalo skins to cover 
them up warm. Jack was one of the older 
and best trained boys, and gave much help 
to Mr. Michael in caring for the little 
ones. 

Isaac halted at his father's house to let 
the old gentleman take a survey of the 
new produce going to town in his market 
wagon ; he had some apples and nuts 
taken out to the team for them. A happy 
day was before them ; every moment was 
enjoyed in the new sights and sounds of a 
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large city. After two hours driving 
through two villages on the road, and the 
suburbs, to the Bowery down to Broad- 
way, they reached Trinity Church just in 
time to hear the chimes ; and amidst the 
throng of carriages, to see the well-dressed 
people entering the house of God to cele- 
brate the anniversary of our Saviour's 
birth. 

The precious load was soon deposited 

on the pavement. Mrs. B r-, with the 

two ladies and Michael, formed the won* 
derstruck children in line and marched 
them up the aisle to seats prepared for 
them. The inside of a church was a won- 
derful sight to children who had never in 
their lives been in one before, and it was 
like heaven being opened to their view 
when the services began, the rich tones of 
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the organ pealed forth, and the choir sang 
the chants and the Christmas anthems ; 
their wide-awake eyes were dazzled by the 
scene, their open mouths drank in the 
sweet music, ears heard angelic sounds, 
and their hearts were filled with joy and 
gladness ! 

After church, the school was paraded up 
Broadway to Prince Street, and they were 
shown the inside of a cathedral, thence to 
the Bowery, where a good dinner of roast 
turkeys and Christmas pies was eaten by 
a huqgry set 

An hours rest, and all were wrapped 
up and bundled into the great wagon, to 
return home, fully satisfied, and tired out, 
with one day's enjoyment. 

The march of improvement was onward. 
The dominie consented to seeing the Sun- 
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day-school at his church one Sunday morn- 
ing ; the children walked all the way of 
four miles to the Manor, and behaved as 
well as could be expected in a strange 
place, and among strange people, tired 
and sleepy, nodding and shifting from side 
to side. They had been drilled for their 
first appearance in the little church, and 
the inspection of the austere dominie, who 
took very little notice of children at any 
time. And now with stately step he ad- 
vanced from the pulpit toward Mrs. B , 

who proudly presented the buds and blos- 
soms from Poverty Hollow to his pastoral 
acceptance. In vain she attempted to 
draw from him some kind words of en- 
couragement for the little ones. To him 
they were no more than the dumb animals 
in the barn- yard, to be kept in the fielfl or 
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the place appointed for them. Mrs. B 

was not to be foiled ; she spoke of their 
merits, extolled them as good children, 
anxious to do well, learning rapidly, and 
hoped some day they would become mem- 
bers of the Church. She never withheld 
praise where it was due, and w^as a firm 
believer in rewards and punishment. 

Two hours schooling once a week be- 
gan to tell its own story at the end of 
tliree years. There were good readers 
and writers, all could count, and say the 
tables, some were quite experts in the 
simple rules of mental and practical arith- 
metic,' while texts of scripture and Bible 
stories were familiar to them. There was 
now melody in the chorus of voices sing- 
ing '' Watts' Divine Songs," learned by 
rote. ^Neatness and politeness were be- 
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coming a habit, and the evil spirit rarely 
had to be whipped out of the body, when 
he appeared ; it was now sufficient to say, 
'* Get thee behind me, Satan," and he 
would shirk away ashamed. 

Jack, in the mean while, was faithful in 
service, saving his earnings to learn a 
trade while living in the family, having 
daily advantages of improvement. John 
also took an interest in making him manly, 
and rooting out all the evil seeds. 

Changes came with time — Mrs. B 's 

family moved far away ! Great was the 
grief at the breaking up of the Sunday- 
school. Tears rained in torrents when 
the day of departure came, and the bless- 
ings of the poor were heaped upon her, 
and her family. 

The stiff Dominie even bowed his head 
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at the last dinner he took at the house, 
making a long prayer at ** grace before 
meals," in which he thanked our heavenly 
Father for the good He had done through 
His servant who was now to be taken 
from her work among them, and invoked 
the peace and mercy of the most High to 
rest upon, and go with her, wheresoever 
she went. Very sincere were his express- 
ions of sorrow in parting, for they were 
unusual in such a man ! 

Uncle Jacobus* great heart sank within 
him, the light was going out of that 
place, and his sun was setting. He 
offered all the kindnesses in his power, 

and Mrs. B was forced to accept his 

proffered loan of the great wagon once 
more (to be laden this time with house- 
hold goods and chattels), to move her 
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away forever from the scene of her labors 
of love. 

Years passed ; Uncle Jacobus was gath- 
ered to his fathers, and his bachelor sons 

purchased Mr. B 's place on the hill ; 

the side of the house toward the road was 
covered with a luxuriant multiflora, and 
which, in the month of June, was covered 
with roses, and admired by all passers- 
by, some of whom would stop, and send 
up to know what beautiful bloomer that 
was ? 

Forty years afterward, one of the family 
visited the old place, and saw Mr. Isaac 

, then an old man — who had tenderly 

cared for the multiflora rose in memory of 
Mrs. B . 

Poverty Hollow had disappeared, clean 
swept away by the progress of civilization. 
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Onward is the march for weal or woe ; 
nothing stands still in Nature. 

Gentlemen's fine residences are built up 
along the beautiful McAdamized road» 
which is the favorite drive — the Boulevard. 

Mrs. B 's last days were passed in 

the city, somewhat of an invalid, with a 
clear and cheerful mind ; her always-busy 
fingers wrought beautiful pictures in 
worsted work of ** Joseph and his Breth- 
ren," the *' Babes in the Wood," and 
*' Auld Robin Grey." 

She was over threescore years, when a 
strange event happened to her, which was 
so overpowering to her nerves, that it 
took some time to recover from its effects. 
One lovely day she got out of the stage 
and wended her way to the Bowery ; she 
observed a tall, good-looking man pass 
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and repass her, when the second time he 
stopped, saying, ** Pardon me, madam, this 

is Mrs. B , is it not ?" *' That is my 

name, but I don't remember you." '*I am 
Jack Warner, who formerly lived with you 
on the hill." She was so startled, that it 
was some time before she could call to 
mind any such person. As soon, however, 
as he mentioned her Sunday-school and 
Poverty Hollow, she exclaimed^ '* Can it 
be possible that my hopes for you. Jack, 
are realized ! Tell me about yourself. 
' Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not 
all His benefits.' " 

*' I am living about five miles out of 
town, and am on my way home to supper; 
will you please walk along with me while 
I relate my good fortune ? When you 
moved away, Mrs. B , I felt that there 
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was no home now for me to go to, and 
I was almost beside myself. I lounged 
around, and didn't care what became of 
me. I couldn't live as they did in that 
place ; some of the other boys said the 
same, so we made up our minds that we'd 
go away and seek our fortune. I went 
first to see John, but he had got a situa- 
tion as coachman in town ; then I tied up 
a few things in a handkerchief to go there 
in the morning, but little Nellie (you have 
not forgotten her, ma*am?), she found it 
out, and made such a fuss, that grannie 
heard of it ; the poor old soul had nobody 
in the world to love but me ; she said I 
was all she had to live for. She rocked 
herself to and fro, and called upon God to 
take her. 
'* I couldn't leave her thus, but Nellie said 
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she would care for her for my sake. This 
raised my hopes, and fired my ambition, 
for I thought if she cared that much for 
the old woman, I might see the time Fd 
care for her. 

" I left the day after, and knocked about 
for a week, doing odd chores for my food, 
and sleeping wherever I could find a place, 
when I fell in with a house-carpenter, who 
agreed to take me into his shop until I 
could better myself. He was satisfied with 
me, and soon found out that I could be 
trusted to do odd jobs of work in peoples* 
houses. 

" I then began to learn the trade. My 
boss gave me board and lodging in his 
house for the work Fd do around night 
and morning ; and soon after gave me low 
wages. I saved up every penny; my 
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clothes you gave me were yet good, and I 
determined not to touch my savings you 
put in the bank for me. So it was a long 
time before I could get home, and I never 
let them know where I was. That wasn't 
right ; I knew it later on, when I had 
leave to go home on a Saturday, and stay 
away until Sunday evening. 

** I trudged along the road as happy as 
a king, with my few dollars of earnings^ 
expecting to find all as I left. But gran- 
nie was no longer living to see her boy's 
good fortune ; she died soon after I left, 
Nellie said, and she was too glad to see 
me to tell me all the sad story. 

*' There were many changes. The poor- 
master had been around and taken away 
a great many ; the boys who left when I 
did had not returned. Nellie's father had 
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gone off and left her to take care of her 
little brother the best way she could, and 
she heard nothing more of him. Hers was 
a hard lot, and she poured out her grief to 
my hearing. You know that couldn't last 
long with her bright, cheerful disposition ; 
you always said Nellie would make a fine 
woman, she was so tidy and smart. My 
visit was a happy one to her. I then pro- 
mised that my earnings should be saved 
until she became my wife. The little boy 
died that summer, and I got Nellie a place 
in a Quaker family, where she had a good 
home, and learned to do a great deal of all 
kinds of housework. 

" It was several years before we married. 
I served my time, then my master took me 
into the business. Meanwhile Nellie saved 
up her earnings too, and now we have our 
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own home, and a happy one, and beside 
I own some more property. 

**We both belong to the Methodist 
church. I wish you could see Nellie with 
the children. We have five of them, and 
they go to the Sunday-school. We often 

speak of Mrs. B , and what she did for 

us. God only knows what you have done 
for others, Madam ; I owe every thing to 
you. What I am to-day, you made me T* 

This joyful meeting was the crowning 
reward of her Home Missionary work^ 
making her last days on earth so happy. 

Mrs. B s married life had been very 

unsettled, she never having lived over five 
years in any one place, from Georgia 
to Massachusetts; and having travelled 
through every state of the Union but 
three. Wherever she went, hers was the 
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ruling spirit, being looked up to by old 
and young, rich and poor. 

From Manhattan Island to a small vil- 
lage on the St. Lawrence, (in those days a 
new country,) it took eight days travel by 
stage-coach, six hundred miles, staying 
over night at the principal towns on the 
route. There were only two classes of 
society known there, upper and lower. 
The former numbered five families, living 

in social intercourse. Mrs. B soon 

became a great favorite with the young 
people, and in the summer and autumn in- 
troduced pic-nics, always meeting at her 
house, which was central to go through 
the woods gathering wild flowers and 
mosses, on the way to one of the four set-^ 
dements, English, Scotch, Irish and French, 
about one and a half or two miles from the 
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village. Usually the French was preferred, 
being kept so neat and pretty ; the log 
houses of one story were all whitewashed ; 
little gardens in front of every one, filled 
with flowers, and every family had so many 
pet birds and animals, cats, dogs, squirrels, 
parrots talking French, for that was the 
language of the settlement ; canaries, and 
beautiful ducks and pigeons. The people 
were all very polite, though they spoke no 
English. Monsieur Toussant, a very old 
gentlemanly man, was a gardener, and 
would occasionally do part of a day's work 
in the village flower gardens. 

One Fourth of July Mr. and Mrs. B 

got up a grand celebration, in which the 
whole village took part. On the school- 
house common a large arbor of cedar 
boughs and hemlock branches was erected 
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under Mr. B 's direction, A triumphal 

car of rough boards, with two wheels, was 
made for the Goddess of Liberty and her 
attendants, Peace and Plenty ; that was 
covered with evergreen wreaths and flow- 
ers, and was drawn by six young men, at 
the head of a long procession, through the 
two principal streets to the common. The 
gentlemen of the village united in sending* 
twenty miles for music — part of a band ; 

and Mrs. B had herself instructed the 

young villagers at the tavern hall to sing 
two patriotic songs at the arbor. Pro- 
grammes were written, as well as copies 
of ** Hail Columbia! Happy Land T and 
'' God Bless our Native Land," for no 
printing press was to be found nearer thaa 

twenty miles. It took Mr. and Mrs. B 

three weeks to drill the young people 
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thoroughly, and to perfect all the arrange- 
ments planned for the National celebra- 
tion. A long board table run through the 
arbor, on which was spread the feast con- 
tributed by the principal families. 

It was like a pic-nic on a grand scale, 
as many Canadians came across the St. 
Lawrence, from the two towns opposite, 
just in time to enjoy it, and hear the 
speech written for the occasion, and the 
reading of the ** Declaration of Inde- 
pendence.'' 

The school-house was used as a kitchen, 
where coffee and tea were made, ice cream 
and sandwiches, and all sorts of good 
things ready, beside plenty of home-made 
currant wine, and a good well of fresh 
water quite convenient. 

Such a thing as drunkenness was un- 
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known in the village streets of those days. 

The school-house was given up to the 
ladies for three days, and the scholars 
were glad enough of it, for holidays were 
few and far between, and of short duration 
then. 

The following week a graphic account 
of the ** Fourth of July celebration in a 
neighboring village " was published in the 
newspaper of the large town twenty miles 
distant. 

Once a year Mrs. B would make 

the rounds of the first settlers, taking her 
work to stay a couple of hours and hear 
them tell about crossing the river in boats 
paddled by Indians or French Canadians, 
keeping time with their oars to their boal- 
song, while crossing the rapids. Only a 
few at a time, and one piece of furniture,. 
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was all they could carry ; so one rocking- 
chair had to serve two or three families, 
now and then one person sitting up all 
night to enjoy the use of it. 

They kept a fire at night to drive away 
wild animals. The women and children 
sat on their chests until trees were cut 
down and a log-house built. With all 

classes Mrs. B made herself known, 

and was generally respected and beloved. 

A new countrv, however, was never to 

a 

her like home ; and she longed to return 
near to the metropolis, where, in a country 
home, she afterwards spent many quiet, 
happy years, with her partially paralyzed 
husband, cultivating her flower-beds in 
front of the house, reading the morning 
news aloud, attending to her household 
duties, then reading some interesting book 
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for a couple of hours to her husband, after 
which he would take his daily walk. 

Then in the afternoon Mr. B would 

sit on the piazza, or by the front window^ 
and assort the silk and worsted for Mrs. 

B *s beautiful work on canvas, which 

always gave him great pleasure to watch* 
Morning and evening the Bible, and Jay's 
Prayers were read aloud. 

Thus some years passed in their Darby 
and Joan life ; cordially entertaining their 
friends, and often visiting their married 
children in the city. They followed one 
another within a few months* to their heav- 
enly home. 
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